ACT I                               SHEPPEY                                  ^7

Lord John. He absolutely insisted on trying this
preparation. He \vas getting terribly grey and it upset
'im like. Well, one morning a gentleman come in and sat
down in my chair. Good-morning, Lord johns 1 said to
:im. He began to laugh. I'm not Lord John, 'e said,
I'm the Marquess of Twickenham. Would you believe
it, I'd taken 3im for 'is younger brother. *E 'adn't got a
grey Jak in 'is *ead.

Miss GRANGE: I couldn't help laughing at the sight of

Sheppey's face.
SHEPPEY: Well, his lordship told me there was fifteen yeais

between them.

Miss GRANGE: Almost a miracle, I call it.
BOLTON: What's the stuff called?

SKEPPEY: Get a bottle, Albert, and let Mr. Bolton 'ave a look

at it.
BOLTON: Don't bother. It doesn't matter at all.

SHEPPEY: {With a wink at ALBERT.) Just as a matter of

curiosity. 'Ave anything on the race to-day, sir?
BOLTON: No, I didn't.

SHEPPEY: I wish I 'adn't.

[ALBERT goes into the front shop.
BOLTON: Mug's game, betting.

Miss GRANGE: Sheppey doesn't think so. You'd be
surprised the winners he picks.

SHEPPEY: Of course I never 'ave more than a shilling each
way. With a wife and daughter to provide for I can't
afford to take risks. I must say I like to *ave a bit on.

BOLTON: You must be pretty smart if you don't lose more

than you win.

SHEPPEY: Well, I'll tell you, I'm lucky. I always 'ave been.
Miss GRANGE: They say it's better to be bom lucky than

rich, don't they?